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Y Muſe, proceed, and 2 = deſtin d 
end, DTA n 
Tho“ Joil, — e the bold Ugh 
attend; 
Heroes, 100 Gods make other ** finej: ng: N 
Plain Satire calls for "ſenſe in every line; 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe ? 
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All friends to Vice and Folly are thy foes; nf 

When ſuch the foe; a war eternal wage, 

Tis moſt IIl- nature to repreſs thy dae; 4 „ 2 
And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite,! A 


III glory in the verſe I did not write. 


44 

So weak ate human kind by natute made, 
Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice betrayd, 
Almighty Vanity! to thee they owe 

Their Zeſt of pleaſure, and their Balm of woe. 
Thou, like the Sun, all colours doſt contain, 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain ; 
For every ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 
Tho hiſs d, and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of Foxes, and Renown, 
* Fhppolitus demands the Syhoan crown; 
But'Florio's F ame, the product of a ſhower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flower! 


Why ſhines the Sun? to make + Paul Djack riſe. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 
And wondetr'd how the Gods could be ſo good. 
What ſhape? what hue? was ever nymph ſo fair? 
He doats! he dies! he too is Rooted there. 

O ſolid bliſs i which nothiog can deſtroy 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 


2 ® This refers t0 the ff Satire + The name of c Tul. 


Why teems the Earth? why melt the vetnal Skies? 


51 


In Fame's full bloom lyes Horio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt inglorious Wight. 
The Tulip's dead! ſee thy fair Siſters fate, 
O C—! and be kind ere tis too late. 

Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd all; 
Beware, O Floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame, 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name. 
To one loy'd Tulip oft the maſter went, 


Hung Oer it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; 
But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour. 


He rag'd! heroard! © what Demon cropt my flower? 


Serene, quoth Adam, lo! twas cruſht by me ; 
Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dſt thy knee. 

6e But all men want amuſement, and what crime 
* In ſuch a Paradiſe to fool our time? 


None; but why proud of this? to Fame they ſoar; 


We grant theyre Idle, if they'll ask no more. 
We ſmile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 

And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy; 

But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 


Survey with envy, and purſue with fire? 
8 
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[6 ] 
What's he, who fighs for wealth, ot fame, or er, 2,1 


Another Florio doating on a flower, „Mav 
A ſhort :- liv d flower, and which has often a pong. 
From ſordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 


With what, O Codrus/ is thy fancy ſmit? 
The flower of Learning, and the bloom of Wit. 
Thy gawdy ſhelves with crimfon rn glow, - 
And Epictetus is a perfect Beau. 5190 
How fit for thee bound up in crimſonh too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view? . 
Thy books are Furniture. Methinks tis hard 
That Science ſhould be purchas'd by-the yard, 
And 7-—1 turn d Upholſterer, ſend home 
The gilded Leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to ſome peculiar end aſſign d, 
Fudys the ſpecious Trifling of the mind; 


Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 
A chace for Sport alone, and not for Game; 


If ſo, ſure they who the meer Volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the Quarry lyes. 


L 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, 
As Eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 
On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduc d his rent, 
His farms were flown; when lo! a Sale comes on, 
A choice Collection! what is to be done? 
He ſells his laſt; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev'n his houſe, nay wants whereon to lye; 
So high the generous ardor of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 
When Terms were drawn, and brought him by the Clerk, 
Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain — with his mark. 


Not in his author's Liveries alone 
Is Codrus Erudite ambition ſhown ; 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought 3 
And to this coſt another muſt ſucceed 
To pay a Sage, who ſays that he can read, 
W ho Titles knows, and Indexes has ſeen; 
But leaves to — what lyes between, 


Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence, 
And humbly is contented with their ſenſe, 


181 
whoſe Accompliſhments make good 
The Promiſe of a long-illuſtrious Blood, 4 
In Art, and Mannert eminently grac d, 
The ſtricteſt Honour! and the fineſt Taſte ! 
Accept this verſe; if Satire can agree 


O 


With ſo conſummate an Humanity. 


5 By your example would Hilario mend, 
How would it grace the talents of my Friend, 
Who with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 


Conceives all virtues are compriz d in Wit? 


But time his fervent petulance may cool; 

For tho” he is a Wit, he is no Fool. 

In time he'll learn to Uſe, not Waſte his ſenſe, 

Nor make a Frailty of an Excellence. 

His brisk attack on Blockheads we ſhould prize, 

Were not his jeſt as flippant with the Wiſe. 

He ſpares nor friend, nor foe; but calls to mind, 

Like Doom's- day, all the Faults of all mankind. 
What tho Wit tickles? Tickling is unſafe, 

If ſtill tis painful while it makes us laugh. 


914 
Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart. 


Parts may be prais d, Good - nature is ador d; 
Then, draw your Wit as ſeldom as your Sword, 
And never on the weak, or you'll appear 

As there no Hero, no great Genius here. . 
As in ſmooth oyl the razor beſt is whet, 

So Wit is by Politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet, 

Their want of edge from their Offence is ſeen ; 


Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. 
The Fame men give is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the jeſter when the joke's unkind. . 
Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a Vit, | 
To pay my compliment what place ſo fit? 


His moſt facetious * letters came to hand, 
Which my firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand. 

If that a juſt offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Marcus, which, art thou a Fool, or Knave? 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore ; 

That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew before. 

I know thee now, both what thou art, and who ; 


No mask ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine through; 
C Falſe 


* Letters ſent to the author, fign'd Marcus. 


L101 
Falſe names ate vain, thy lines their author tell, 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing uel!; 
But thou a brave negle& of Fame haſt ſhown, 
Of other's fame, great Genius! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know 3  - 
The man who Pardons, Diſappoints his foe. 


In malice to proud Wits ſome proudly lull bi 119 
Their froward reaſon, vain of being Dull; 
When ſome home joke has ſtung theit ſolemn ſouls, 


In vengeance they determine to be Fools; 


Thro' ſpleen, that Little natute gave, make leſs, 
Quite zealous in the ways of Heavineſs; 

To Lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, 

And diſinherit ſons that are Awake. 


Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 


Moſt barbarouſly tell you he's a Wit. 

Poor Negroes thus to ſhew their burning ſpight 

To Cacodzmons, ſay, they're dev'liſh white. 
Lampridius from the bottom of his breaſt 

Sighs oer one child, but triumphs in the reſt. 

How juſt his grief? one carrys in his head 

A leſs proportion of the father's lead, 


And 


[ 41 ] 
And is in danger, without fpecial:grace, |... 
To riſe above'a Juſtice of the peace. 
The Dunghiltbreed of men a Dramaiid ſcorn; - 
And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn, z2bbs hay 
Some ſtupid, plodding, money-ldying Wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, 
Who with much pains exettiug all his ſenſe, 
Can range aright his ſhillings, pdihds, and Peneu 1 
The booby-father craves à bobby-So n, | 


And by Heay'n's noting thinks hitnſelf uodons. 


* 
; » 


GBLESAJ 9 203 
Wants of all kinds are made to Bamse a — 'r 
One learns to Liſp, another nt toſes; + 7 
Miſs D— tottering catches at your hand. 
Was ever thing ſo pretty: born to ſtand d 
Whilſt theſe what nature gave diſown thro Pride, 
Others affect what nature has Jeny'd; 

What nature has deny'd fools will purſue, 


As apes are ever walking upon two. 


Craſſus a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport! 
Supports grave forms, fot forms the ſage ſupport. 
He 


[ 12 ] 


He hems, and cries with an important air,, 
* If yonder clouds withdraw it willibe fair: 
Then quotes the Sagyrite to prove it trums 
And adds, © the learn d delight in ſomething new. 
Ist not enough the blockhead ſcarce can rea; 
But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead . 
As far a Formaliſt from Wiſdom ſ its 
In judging eyes, as Libertines from Witts. 
Vet ſubtle wights (ſo blind are mortal Wenge od 
Ĩ!bo Satire couch them with her keeneſt pen) // 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn face 
To put off nonſenſe with the better grace 
As Pedlars with ſome Heros head make bold. 
Illuſtrious mark where Pins are to be ſolc. 
What's the bent brow, or neck in thought * $2 3 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. Lads A 
A man of ſenſe can artifſice diſdain, n, 0 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this truth eternal ne er forgot, 


Solemnity's a cover for a Sot; 


| I find the fool, when I behold the Skreen; _. 
1 For tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. a 
| Hence, 
| 

i 

j 


440 
that openneſs of heart, 
And juſt diſdain for that poor Mimic, Art; | 


Hence (manly praiſe!) that manner nobly fret. 
Which all admire, and J explain in thee. > br 


Hence, 


Wengen ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurveyd 
Of Court, and Town the noon-tyde Maſquerade, - 
Where ſwarms of Knaves the Vizor quite Ss, 
And hide ſecure behind a naked face; 

Where nature s end of language is declin d. 
And men talk only to conceal the Win 
Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 


5 41 : 

And he who truſts a Brother is undone? | | + 44 
6 „ 571 8 11 75 Hört 4 | 7. 18 5 ? 
Theſe all their care expend on outward. ſnox 


For Wealth, and Fame ; for Fame ane * 


Of late at White's was young Hlorello ſeen. - 


How blank his look? how diſcompos d bis We... ü 


TTY" 
wh i 35 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feignl. \ |; 
Sunk were his ſpirits; for his coat was plain. 


Next day his breaſt regain d its wonted peace, 


v 


4 


% * 
— 3 


His health was mended with a ſilyer lace. 


A curious artiſt long inur d to toils 


Of gentler ſort, with,combs, and fragrant oyls, /, 


* D | W hether 


[ 14 ] 

Whether by chance, dr by forme God inſpir d, 
So toucht his Curls, his mighty ſoul was fir d. 
The well-ſwoln tyes an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has it's ſhare of Fame; 
His ſurpraots Watch. caſe, tho conceal'd it lyes, 
Like a good Conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. 
He only thinks himſelf (ſo far from vain!) 
$;—pe in Wit, in Breeding D ne. 
Whenceer by ſeeming chance he throws: his nw” 
On mirrors fuſhing with his Dran dye, 
With how ſublime a tranſpotr leaps his heart? 
But Fate ordains that deareſt friends ttinſt patt. 
In active meaſures brought from France, he wheels, 
And triurnphs, conſcious of Mis karned Heels. \ 

So have I ſeen on ſome bright ſummers — 
A Calf of genius debonnait, and gay, 
Dance on the bank, às if inſpird by rue, 
Fond of the ae yy in the Atearn; | 


Moroſe is ſink with TIO whenee: «fri 4 


In Linnen clean, or peruke undiſguisd. 
No ſublunary chance his veſttnents fear, 
Valu'd, like Leopards, as thert Spots pptat.'- 


4 


61 

A fam d Sur cut he wears, which once was blue; 
And his foot ſwims in a capacions ſhoe. 85 

One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim?) 
Levell'd her barbarous Needle at his Fame; 

But open force was vain, by night the went, 
And, while he ſlept, ſutpriꝝ d the darling Rent; 
Where yawn'd the Frize is now become a doubt, 
And Glory at one emtrance quite fbut ont. * 

He ſcorus Fiorelin, and Florefo him 
This hates the filthy creature, that the prim; 
Thus in each other both theſe Fobls deſpiſe 
Theit on dear ſelves with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The Sloven, and the Fophing are the ſame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When Party- rage too warmly you purſue; 
Then both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 
And Folly joins whom Sentiments divide. 11 
Jou vent your ſpleen as monkeys, when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimie monkey in the glads, 5 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known. 
Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 


10": * Milton. | “ But 


[ 16 ] 


© But who art thou? ”. methinks Norellb cries. 
Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe? ” 

Since ſmalleſt things can give our ſins a twitch, 
As croſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing Witch, 
Florells, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 


. _— 


« v 4 


I'll conjure thus ſome profit out of Thee. 


O thou my ſelf! abroad. our counſels roam, 


And, like ill husbands, take no care at home. 


Thou too att wounded with the common dart 
And love of Fame lyes throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe?: 


Know, Fame, and Fortune both are made of Proſe. 
Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 


Thou unambitious fool, at this late time?: 

While I a moment name, a moments paſt z. 1 7 

I'm nearer death in This verſe than the Laſt; 

W hat then is to be done? be wiſe with ſpeed, bak 

A Fool at forty is a fool indeeeecccc 
And what ſo fooliſh as the 3 of a 155 

How vain the prize? how impotent our ain? 


ny * » 
- Fu : o . 
, . x 
. CT E 
\. 14 


W For 


47. 1 
For what are men, who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But Bubbles on this rapid ſtream of time, 


That riſe and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born, and forgot, ten thouſand in an hour? 


Va 


This humble verſe, O —— ! may it be 

A monument of gratitude to thee, 

W hoſe early favour I muſt own with ſhame, 
So long my Patron, and ſo late my Theme. 


.: tr. i. L.. . ..—_ 


